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ments. He got into touch with the Sinn Feiners, who had then invited
him over to Ireland to corrupt the loyalty of the troops. He went as
an agent for Keith Prowse, the theatre-ticket broker, which gave him
access to the barracks. He was blindfolded and taken to a baker's shop
and was clever enough to find his way there again the next day.
There he saw a man described by his lieutenant as the greatest man
Ireland had ever produced, far greater than De Valera. This man
was already suspected by the Dublin police of having organised the
murders of police and attempts on the life of the Viceroy, Lord
French, and to the soldiers they bragged about it, intimating that they
were preparing a new rising of men to seize the barracks.
He returned to England with his report, but went back to Ireland
in two days on a fresh urgent invitation. From this second visit he
returned, having again twice seen the leader, the second time in his
own house, after the most meticulous precautions.
In January, 1920, the American Government still refused to recog-
nise the Bolsheviks, however great might be their triumph over
Kolchak and Denikin. The state of things in Siberia was incredibly
confused. It was a phantom army under a phantom Government,
flying from another phantom army. Disorganised bands of Whites
in retreat were looting and murdering as they went. Whites and
Reds exchanged a few shots, and then both ran away. There were
scarcely any casualities, except those inflicted by looters.
At this same time forgeries of notes were detected in Germany
amounting to no less than forty million marks. Two hundred and
fifty clerks were employed at the Reichsbank to scrutinise notes.
I met Isham late one night. His informant was just back from
consultation with the Sinn Feiners in Dublin. They were preparing
for something big; in my opinion, an attack upon the Royal Barracks.
The informant heard a man condemned to death as follows:
One Sinn Feiner said to Michael Collins that A-----was getting
dangerous; he had better have a ticket. Collins glanced at the report
and said, " Right* send him one. I'll fix him."
They were immensely pleased with the code telegrams brought
them, as indeed they should be, since I myself composed them. In-
cidentally they said they were never concerned about my being in
Dublin. They always got ample warning.